THE  NEW  MACHIAVELLI

minds went there were really only two sorts of man
in the world, the aristocrat and the man who subdues
his mind to other people's.

"*I couldn't think of it, Sir,5" said Esmeer in his
elucidatory tones; "that's what a servant says. His
mind even is broken in to run between fences, and he
admits it. We've got to be able to think of anything.
And 'such things aren't for the Likes of Us !' That's
another servant's saying. Well, everything is for the
Likes of Us. If we see fit, that is."

A small fresh-coloured man in grey objected.

"Well," exploded Hatherleigh, "if that isn't so
what the deuce are we up here for ? Instead of work-
ing in mines? If some things aren't to be thought
about ever! We've got the privilege of all these extra
years for getting things straight in our heads, and
then we won't use 'em- Good God! what do you
think a university's for?" . . .

Esmeer's idea came with an effect of real emanci-
pation to several of us. We were not going to be
afraid of ideas any longer, we were going to throw
down every barrier of prohibition and take them in
and see what came of it. We became for a time even
intemperately experimental, and one of us, at the bare
suggestion of an eminent psychic investigator, took
hashish and very nearly died of it within a fortnight
of our great elucidation.

The chief matter of our interchanges was of course
the discussion of sex. Once the theme had been
opened it became a sore place in our intercourse; none
of us seemed able to keep away from it. Our imagi-
nations got astir with it. We made up for lost time
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